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Innkeepers 


"Were in charge, Mattie Chapman said to 
her brother. She took her mother's apron off 
its hook on the kitchen door. Dads too sick 
to get out of bed. He didnt tell Mom, or she 
wouldnt have gone to Richmond.’ 

“бо were the innkeepers for the week- 
end? Alex asked. “Sounds like a lot of 
work.” | 

‘It wont be so bad. Mattie tied the 
apron around her waist. 


Are you kidding? You hate to do chores!” 

This is different. Were the bosses. She 
picked up The Gray Horse Inn appointment 
book and flipped to the page with the day's 
date. Then she let out a long breath. 
Dont tell те, said Alex. We have a full 
house. ГЕ f | 
"No. Only one guest tonight.” She tried to 
sound businesslike but she was too excited. 
"Somebody named Charles Cutright has 
booked the Jefferson Suite!" 

Alex snatched an apple from the fruit 
bowl and tossed it high in the air. Yippee! 
We'll have the new Travel Guide all to 
ourselves! 

“We have lots to do before he gets here.’ 
Mattie handed her brother a dust cloth. "Dust 
the Jefferson Suite. And make the bed. I put 
clean sheets on the dresser.’ 

‘I thought you said we were the bosses? 
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How come youre bossing me?" 

“Because I'm the oldest.’ 

Ву one puny year, he said. '| can't wait 
till Įm nine and then I can boss you— He 
stopped, realizing what he had said. 

“Youll always be a year younger than 
me, Mattie said. Now go clean the Jefferson 
suite. As Alex headed up the stairs, she 
called out, And stay out of the tower 
room! | 

Mattie gathered the ingredients for the 
cookies her mother made every afternoon. 
She thought about the time they had 
discovered the secret of the tower room. 
Earlier that summer, they had moved into 
this old house in Virginia that their parents 
had turned into a bed-and-breakfast. The 
tower room on the third floor hid a secret~a 
magic spyglass that took the kids on fantastic 
missions back in time. 
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Now a new Travel Guide was on his way 
to stay at The Gray Horse Inn. Travel Guides 
always started the kids adventures. Tomorrow 
morning, she and Alex and their little sister 
Sophie would be off on an exciting trip. She 
-= wondered where they would go this time. 

When the shortbread was in the oven, 
Mattie squeezed lemons for fresh lemonade. 
Her mothers recipe said to stir in one cup 
of sugar. | 

That cant be right, Mattie thought, and 
dumped in three cups. 

With the lemonade chilling in the 
refrigerator, she dashed up to the second 
floor to check on her father. | 

Mr. Chapman was lying in bed, the quilt 
drawn up to his chin. Winchester, their big 
black cat, was curled up asleep beside him. 

"How are you feeling, Dad?” Mattie asked. 

Rotten. His voice was scratchy. "Who 
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gets the flu in the middle of summer?" 

4 ‘You do. But you ll feel better soon.’ 
Mattie fluffed her fathers pillows so hed 
be more comfortable. She liked being in 
charge. 

“Maybe you should call your mother and 
ask her to come home, Mr. Chapman said. 

“Mom's been planning to see Aunt 
Sherri for ages, said Mattie. We only have 
one guest tonight. We П be fine, Dad. Dont 
worry. 

. I dont like relying on you kids, but I 
couldnt get up if the Queen of England were 
coming. Mr. Chapman’s sneeze shook the 
bed. Winchester woke up, annoyed. 

"Do you need anything?" 

Can you get me a book?’ He pointed 
to the small bookcase by the window. ‘It's 
on the end. Call of the Wild.’ 

Mattie found the book. The cover showed 


a dog running in the snow. The authors 
name, Jack London, was printed in letters 
shaped like icicles. She brought the book 
over to her father. What's it about?" 

Oh, its a great story. Its about a kid- 
napped dog that is taken into the frozen 
North. He put on his reading glasses and 
settled back. 

Call me if you need anything else, Mattie 
said. Га better get back downstairs." 

Before she reached the kitchen, she 
smelled something burning. 

The shortbread! 

She burst through the swinging door, 
snatched the oven mitt off the counter and 
yanked the oven door open. Smoke billowed 
out. She set the pan of scorched shortbread 
on top of the stove and fanned the smoke 
with the mitt. 

Is the house on fire?” Alex skidded into 
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the kitchen. Whew! Boy, did you burn the 
shortbread!” | 

‘It isnt burned, Mattie insisted. Its 
just... very dark brown.’ 

"You cant serve that stuff to the new 
Travel Guide. He'll break a tooth!” 

There isnt anything else, she said, 
beginning to feel panicky. Running an inn 
wasnt as easy as she d thought. 

The doorbell rang. Mattie rushed down 
the hall, but Sophie was ahead of her. 

TII get it!” Sophie cried. “I'm the greeter.” 
She flung open the front door and blurted, 
“Welcome to The Gray Horse Inn Bread and 
Breakfast!” | 

Mattie groaned. Bread and breakfast! 
What would the guest think? | 

An elderly man stood on the porch, smil- 
ing at her. He had a little white mustache and 
Wore a red bow tie with his crisp blue shirt. 


Hello. I guess I’m at the right place. I'm 
Charles Cutright." | 

Соте in, Mattie said in her best inn- 
keeper voice. “Sign the register, please. 
Sophie, will you take Mr. Cutright to the 
Keeping Room? 

Clasping Mr. Cutrights hand, Sophie 
_ skipped down the hall to the Keeping Room, 


ed 


Е 


where guests relaxed. 

Alex came out of the kitchen, carrying 
the serving tray with a platter of shortbread 
and the pitcher of lemonade. 

I scraped off most of the burned stuff,’ 
he whispered. Maybe we can get him to talk 
about our next trip.” 

Dont be too obvious, Mattie said. 
Travel Guides dont want us to know their 
real identities, for some reason. 

In the Keeping Room, Mattie poured Mr. 
Cutright a glass of lemonade. 
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Are you kids all alone?” he asked. 

Our mother is.in Richmond this 
weekend, Mattie explained. “And our father 
is— She paused, not wanting the guest to 
think the house was full of germs. 

“Не sick!” Sophie exclaimed. “Sick as a 
dog! That's what he said.” 

Dont pay any attention to Sophie,’ 
Mattie said hastily. She's only five.” 

бо, how come youre here?’ Alex asked 
Mr. Cutright. I mean, what kind of a job do 
you have?’ | 

Mr. Cutright took a sip of lemonade, then 
quickly set his glass on the coffee table. 
= Mattie wondered why he didn't drink 
more. She tasted the lemonade. It was so 
sweet, her teeth ached. Maybe she d added 
a little too much sugar. | 

Ima historian, Mr. Cutright replied. I'm 
writing a book about Thomas Jefferson and 
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. the Ordinance of 1784." 

“The what of 1784?" asked Mattie. 

"It's sort of like a law, he replied. 
Jefferson was concerned about the future 
of the western territories— 

Thomas Jefferson lived at Monticello, 
Alex interrupted. Thats only a few miles 
from here. 

Iknow. Mr. Cutright picked up a piece of 
shortbread, looked at it, then put it back on 
the plate. "That's why I chose your charming 
bread and breakfast." He winked at Sophie. 

“Do you travel a lot?’ Alex asked. And 
guide people? You know, like on trips? 

Mattie rolled her eyes. Could Alex be any 
more obvious? : | 

‘Not really, said Mr. Cutright. Ive spent 
the last five years researching this book at 
my university. Its quite a fascinating time 
in Jeffersons life. People think of him as 
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the third president and the creator of the 
Declaration of Independence. But he did so 
much more.’ 

“Не grew fifteen kinds of peas,’ Sophie 
put in. 

Mr. Cutright looked at her with surprise. 
“How did you know that?" 

“We know a lot about Jefferson, Mattie 
said. Its sort of a hobby of ours.’ | 

‘I bet you dont know about the Ordinance 
of 1784, Mr. Cutright said. You see, Jefferson 
was a member of the Confederation Congress. 
That was the congress that came into being 
after the end of the Revolutionary War and 
after the Articles of Confederation were 
ratified by all thirteen states.’ 

Mattie glanced at Alex, who pretended to — 
yawn. She was thinking the same thing. The 
new Travel Guide was a bore. 

"You see, the United States was a 
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brand-new country, Mr. Cutright droned 
on. А lot of policies had to be decided on. 
Like money. What kind of money system 
would we have? Jefferson wrote a report 
that we should use dollars instead of British 
pounds. Thanks to Jefferson, we have dimes 
instead of shillings! He chuckled. 

Mattie rubbed her eyes. She was tired. 
It had been a long day of baking and doing 
laundry and taking care of her father. And 
she still had work to do that evening. 

Mr. Cutright returned to his favorite 
subject. Jefferson also—’ 

Mattie stood up. ‘Im sorry, Mr. Cutright, 
but I have to fix the casserole for tomorrow 
morning. | 

“You dont have to go to any trouble for 
me, he said. 'A bowl of cereal will be fine.’ 

"No, we really have to, said Mattie. 
“Sophie can take you up to your room.’ 
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Metropotamia? 


"Where is the muffin basket?” Mattie grumbled 
to herself the next morning. She and Alex 
had stayed up late last night making the egg- 
and-cheese casserole for this morning. Then 
she had gotten up at six thirty to bake it 
and make orange juice. Now she needed the 
bread basket to heat the muffins in. 

Alex pushed through the swinging door. 
"You havent set the table yet. Its almost 
eight oclock." 
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She glared at him. Why dont you set the 
table?" 

] have to fix the coffee. He filled the 
coffeemaker with water, then opened the can 
of coffee.. How much do I put in? 

Ask Dad.” Mattie checked the top of the 
refrigerator for the muffin basket. 

When Alex came back a few minutes 
later, he rooted around in the utensil drawer 
for the coffee scoop. Then he turned to 
Mattie and said, “I don't know if Dad said six 
SCOODS or sixteen. He still talks funny. 

Put the most in to be on the safe side, 
she said. People hate weak coffee. Where is 
that dumb muffin basket?' - | 

Right there. Alex pointed to the rack of 
copper pans hanging over the stove. 

Mattie looked up. The cloth-lined basket 
was perched on top of a saucepan. Nestled 
inside the basket was a yellow stuffed rabbit. 
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Sophie! Mattie reached up for the 
basket, knocking the rabbit onto the counter. 
She dumped the frozen muffins in the basket, 
popped it into the microwave, and punched 
the timer buttons. 

Jingle bells, jingle bells . . " Sophie's high- 
pitched voice floated down the hall. “Jin-gle all 
the мау!" 

The door opened on the final note as 
Sophie entered the kitchen. Mr. Cutright 
walked in behind her. Today he wore a bright 
blue bow tie with a green shirt. 

“Good morning!” he said cheerfully. “Do 
| smell coffee?" 

"Mr. Cutright!” Mattie said. “Um . . . guests 
dont usually come into the kitchen.’ 

Alex switched off the coffeemaker. 
"Coffee's ready.” 

‘Good. Can I take some up to your 
father? Mr. Cutright poured coffee into a 
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mug. He stared at it the inky liquid. 

| I made it пісе and dark, Alex said. 

‘Maybe it's a little strong for a sick man. 
Mr. Cutright filled the teakettle and plunked 
it on the stove. TIl fix him a cup of tea 
instead.” 

‘Jin-gle bells, jin-gle bells,” "m sang. 

‘Sophie, its summer, . Mattie told her. 
"You dont sing winter songs in the summer. 
And thanks for hiding the muffin basket." 

“Youre welcome. Sophie danced her 
stuffed elephant Ellsworth and the — 
bunny along the counter. 

Mattie wondered how her mother cooked 
a big breakfast every morning. Her father 
helped, but it was still a lot of work. She felt 
a twinge of guilt. Setting the table was her 
job, but she usually forgot and her mother 
had to do it. 

She had just grabbed a handful of knives 
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and forks when the oven bell dinged. The 
casserole! She didnt want to burn the main 
course. She pulled the dish out and slid it 
onto the hot pad. 

Alex wrinkled his nose. “Yuck. Moms 
casserole isn't runny. And hers doesn't have 
eggshells in it.” 

The microwave buzzer went off. Mattie 
jerked open the door and pulled out the 
muffin basket. “Oh no!” 

The muffins were hot, but hard as rocks. 
She must have set the timer too long. 

These would make great ammo!” Alex 
pretended to hurl a muffin through the 
Window. 

Mattie felt like crying. Their one chance 
to be innkeepers to the Travel Guide and 
everything had gone wrong! 

Mr. Cutright took one look at the lumpy 
casserole and said, Too many eggs are bad 
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for the heart anyway. Do you have cereal?" 

"Yes. Mattie showed him the cupboard 
where they kept the cereal and bowls. 

"Great. Mr. Cutright shook cornflakes 
into a red bowl, then sat down at the table 
where the Chapmans ate when they didnt 
have guests. 

“Маїс. I have to set the dining-room 
table. Mattie snatched up the knives and 
forks so fast she dropped them with a loud 
clatter. 

"Dont go to any trouble for me,” Mr. 
Cutright said, helping her pick up the 
silverware. ‘I'd rather eat in the kitchen. 
Makes me feel right at home.’ 

Mattie fixed a tray with hot tea and dry 
toast and carried it upstairs to her father. 

‘How are things going?’ Mr. Chapman 
rasped. |. E 
"Uh... Mr. Cutright says he feels right at 
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home. She decided not to tell him about the 
messed-up meal. 

On her way back down the stairs, she had 
a sudden thought. Travel Guides ate break- 
fast in the dining room with the other guests. 
They also talked to the kids and wrote post- 
cards that they left on the sideboard. 

The front of the postcards always 
changed from a photograph of The Gray 
Horse Inn to a picture of where they would 

оо on their adventure. The messages would 
be a hint too. 

How could Mr. Cutright write a postcard 
if he wasnt eating breakfast in the dining 
room? How would they start their mission? 

In the kitchen, Alex was launching orange 
seeds with his spoon, Sophie was feeding 
Ellsworth dry cereal, and Mr. Cutright was 
talking about the Ordinance of 1784—again! 

—]Jefferson proposed the ordinance 
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because he believed the western territories 
should govern themselves like the thirteen 
states, Mr. Cutright said. After the territories 
had enough settlers, Jefferson felt they should 
be admitted to the United States as states. 

Really?" said Mattie. “Mr: Cutright, dont 
you want to finish your tea in the dining 
room? 

The Travel Guide rattled on. Jefferson 
even thought up ten names for these 
new states. Assenisippia, Cherronesus, 
Illinoia, Metropotamia, Michigania, Pelisi- 
pia, Polypotamia, Saratoga, Sylvania, and 
Washington. 

Alex hooted. “Sylvania! Metropotamia! 
What a bunch of goofy names! I'm glad they 
didnt become real states." 

‘Ah, but three of them did become 
states, said Mr. Cutright. 

Mattie was still worried about how to 
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get Mr. Cutright to write a postcard. Are you 
going to Monticello today?" she asked. When 
Mr. Cutright nodded, she said, “Be sure to 
buy a postcard while you're there.” 

I will. Jefferson was very interested in 
exploration of the western territories, but he 
never traveled farther west than these Blue 
Ridge Mountains. Mr. Cutright drank the last 
of his tea. “Well, Га better be going. I'll leave 
my check on the hall table.” 

Mr. Cutright left the kitchen. As the door 
swung back, Mattie saw him go into the 
dining room. 

“Hey, she whispered to Alex and Sophie. 
‘I think hes going to write a postcard!” 

About time, said Alex. If I had to hear 
one more word about the Ordinance of 1784, 
| was going to scream. 

Mattie waited until Mr. Cutright was 
cone, then sprinted into the dining room. 
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‘Oh boy!” Alex exclaimed. Were going 
sledding!” 

Maybe; Mattie said. But where?" 

The territory, Sophie said. 

Mattie looked at her little sister. What 
territory? How do you know? 

"I just do. Last one to the tower room is 
a rotten egg!" Sophie took off. 

Mattie and Alex raced up behind her to 
the third floor. 

Alex swiveled the bookcase-panel that 
led into the secret tower room. 

"Wait!" Mattie said. “Our last Travel Guide 
gave us a hint about this trip. Remember?’ 

She ran downstairs to the coat closet 
and grabbed parkas, boots, hats, and mit- 
tens, then hurried back up to the tower 
room. 
| Put this stuff on, she told Alex and 

Sophie. 
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Summer sun streamed through the long 
windows and the room was stuffy. Mattie 
was sweating by the time she'd tugged her 
boots on. | | 

Alex took the brass spyglass from the 
desk, the only piece of furniture in the room. 
He held it by one end. 

Sophie tucked Ellsworth in her parka 
. pocket and grasped the middle of the 
spyglass. | 

Mattie clasped the other end. The spy- 
glass tingled and grew warm beneath her 
fingers. | 

Strange symbols appeared, and white 
and gold sparks flickered behind her 
eyelids. 

She couldn't stop thinking about what 
Sophie had said. Suppose they went to one 
of Thomas Jeffersons territories the Travel 
Guide had talked about? 
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As the floor felt as though it were 
dropping away, Matties last thought was, 
What if we go to Metropotamia? 
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Presenting... The 
Chapman Children! 





Mattie felt something cold and crunchy 
beneath her boots. Chilly air blew against her 
cheeks. She opened her eyes, then blinked. 

Snowy mountains rose in the distance. 
They were thick with dark green trees. 
Dazzling light bounced off the snow, making 
it hard to see. 

She, Alex, and Sophie stood in the 
middle of a snow-covered road. Plain 
wooden buildings with tall fronts lined 
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both sides. Some buildings were only half- 
finished. Between the buildings were snow- 
capped tents. 

"What kind of a place is this?” Mattie 
wondered. 

“Yippee!” Alex exclaimed. “We're back in 
the Wild West" 

Mattie pointed to a group of men standing 
in front of a clapboard building across the 
street. A sign over the door read, Restaurant. 
The men goggled at them as if they had seen 
the kids fall out of a spaceship in the sky. 

This place is wild, all right, said Mattie. 
‘But I'm not sure if were in the West. Those 
euys dont look like cowboys.’ 

The men had on boots and parkas made 
of stitched hides and fur. They had scraggly 
beards and wore dirt-encrusted jeans. Their 
hair was shaggy, as if they d cut it without 
looking in a mirror. 
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"Lets go talk to them,’ Mattie said. We 
need to find out where we are and then 
figure out what our mission is." 

They crossed the road and stopped in 
front of the group. 

Ні. Mattie gave her friendliest smile. 

A man with a blue knit hat gawked at 
her. 

“Where'd you three come from?’ the man 
asked. “We didn't see you come into town.” 

Mattie worried whether he was curious 
about their shiny modern jackets. Sophie's 
was purple and had a cartoon cat on it. 

‘Uh...we just got here, Mattie 
hedged. 

I dont see no mule or sled dogs, said 
the man. 

An enormous man with hands like hams 
stepped forward. Unlike the others, this man 
was dressed in a suit topped with a long wool 
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overcoat. A thick, gold watch chain swagged 
across his stomach. Instead of a beard, he 
sported a drooping walrus mustache. 

"Don't mind Old Pancake, the huge man 
said. He's been mining in the Klondike so 
long, he doesnt know how to act in town." 

“We arent all lucky like you, said Old Pan- 
cake. ‘Anyhow, I get to town right often. But I 
havent seen any young uns for months.” 

The others murmured in agreement. 

Now Mattie knew why the men were 
staring at them. Where on earth were they? 
Why werent there any kids in this town? 

] suppose your father is in the Yukon 
looking for gold too?’ the big man said to 
the kids. 15 he getting supplies in Dawson 
City? 

This is a city?” Alex glanced skeptically 
at the board buildings and tents. How come 
there arent any— 
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Mattie poked him before he could say 
movie theaters or arcades.’ 

Ме just got over a fever, she said, 
inventing an excuse. “Апа we can't remember 
where we are. What state is Dawson City in?’ 

The big man guffawed. “This isnt the 
United States, little lady. Its Canada! The 
Yukon Territory. 

Some days І wish nobody had 
discovered gold up here, said Old Pancake. 
‘It's hard work, mining a claim. Course, Big 
Alex wouldnt know anything about that. He 
nodded at the big man. 

"Your name is Alex?" Alex asked. "It's my 
name too! 

The man bowed. “Alexander McDonald, 
at your service. 

Alexander Chapman, at your service, 
Alex said. These are my sisters, Mattie and 
Sophie. 
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The huge man grinned at Mattie and 
Sophie. “Folks around these parts call me 
Big Alex." 

“Ог King of the Klondike,” another man 
put in. Tell the younguns how you bought 
Thirty Eldorado for a sack of flour and a slab 
of bacon. | 

"Big Alex has more claims than any- 
body, Old Pancake said. That's why we call 
him King of the Klondike. 

Big Alex twirled his mustache. The gold 
bed in Thirty Eldorado brought out five 
thousand dollars а дау. 

Mattie was confused. Gold bed? Claims? 
What were they talking about? 

‘How can you sleep in a gold bed? 
Sophie asked. ‘Isnt it hard?" 

Big Alex gave a booming laugh. 

A gold bed is a vein—or streak—of gold 
in the creeks around the Klondike River,’ 
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he explained. “Ever since people found out 
sold was discovered here, theyve come 
from all over to stake a claim and make a 
fortune. | 

“You didnt happen to bring in a newspa- 
per, did you?” Old Pancake asked Mattie. 

She shook her head. 

He sighed. I havent seen a newspaper 
in so long, I forgot what year it is.” 

Big Alex slapped Old Pancake on the 
back. Its 1897. Did you forget the month 
too? 

“Мо, said Old Pancake. My old bones 
tell me winters almost here. And a big snow 
is coming. 

Sophie piped up, | love snow.” Then she 
began singing Jingle Bells.” 

‘Not now, Mattie whispered, nudging 
her. 

Ignoring Mattie, Sophie sang through the 
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second verse. Then she gave a little curtsy. 
Mattie wondered when her shy little sister 
had become such a ham. 

Are you children entertainers? Big Alex 
asked Mattie. 

Mattie blushed. “Um... 

"Yes, Alex broke in. Were the Famous 
Chapman Children. Well put a show on for 
you guys if you want. 

Alex! Mattie glared at her brother. “We 
cant- | 

But before she could finish, Sophie 
stepped up on the stairs of the clapboard 
building. She faced the men and smiled 
shyly. 

This is Ellsworth, she said, holding up 
her stuffed elephant. Shes my best friend in 
the world. I'm going to sing to her. 

Sophie held Ellsworth in both arms and 
began rocking the stuffed elephant. 
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“Роск-а-руе, Ellsworth, in the treetop, 
she sang. “When the wind blows, the cra-a- 
e will rock. When the bough breaks, the cra- 
a-dle will fall. And down will come elephant, 
cra-a-dle and a-a-l-l-l-l. 

The men clapped enthusiastically. some 
wiped their eyes. Big Alex blew his nose 
oudly into a red handkerchief. Then he and 
the other men tossed shiny yellow lumps at 


Sophies feet. 


Mattie bent to pick up one. The lump felt 
smooth and cool. Gold! She gathered the 
nuggets and put them in her pocket. 

Ales stepped up next. I cant sing so I'll 
tell jokes. Knock knock.’ 

No one answered. The men glanced at 
each other, puzzled. 

“Whos Шеге? Sophie shouted. 

Alex looked relieved. “Police!” 

Police who?’ Mattie said. 

Police let us in. Its cold out here! Ha 
Па!” Alex laughed loudly. 

Now the men caught on and laughed too. 
They tossed nuggets, which Alex.scooped 
up. 

That's a good опе!” said Old Pancake, 
slapping his leg. 

I think it stank, said a voice. A boy 
about Mattie's age stood at the back of the 
crowd. He wore a heavy knit sweater and 
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stiff jeans caked with dirt. A furlined hat 
with turned-up ear flaps was pulled over his 
blond hair. | 

He frowned at Alex, then stomped 
away. 


36 


: 


ХУ; 


РИ 
Bee eee, 
УУ 


2 
Z: 








Klondike Mi 


“ 


Mattie felt her temper flare. Hey, whats 
your problem? she called out, stomping 
after the boy. Is that any way to treat new 
people in town? 

‘Its the way I treat people in show busi- 
ness, the boy said with a sneer. He walked 
over to a large sled parked by the side of 
the building. 

Mattie had never seen a sled like this 
one. It had long runners made from peeled 
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saplings. Rope-lashed sticks supported two 
top rails. The rails and the runners extended 
beyond the sled's frame, like handlebars and 
foot rests. The sled was piled with paper- 
wrapped packages. 

A big black-and-white dog was harnessed 
to the sled. When the dog saw the boy, 
he jumped to his feet and barked once in 
greeting. Several packages tumbled off the 
sled and into the snow. 

‘Ho, Mountie. The boy stooped to pick 
up the packages. 

‘I thought that was you, Big Alex 
said to the boy. He, Alex, and Sophie had 
followed Mattie. I see Mountie is raring to 
со today. | 

‘Ooooh, Sophie said. Hes so cute! Can 
| pet him? 

"Yeah, the boy replied. Hes big, but hes 
friendly. 
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Friendlier than you are, Mattie thought. 
She was a little nervous when Sophie kneeled 
to hug the big dog. But the dog licked her 
cheek with his pink tongue. 

“Youve done a fine job training him, said 
Big Alex. That dog will be worth his weight 
in gold when the snow starts flying." 

“He's worth more than gold to me now, 
the boy said. Pass waiting, so I'd better get 
a move on. 

Tell your father I said hello. Big Alex 
nodded at Mattie. Glad to meet you children. 
[1 be back when you put on your regular 
act. | 

With the packages restacked, the boy 
stepped on the runners sticking out the back 
of the sled. The top boxes dropped off once 
more. 

Alex stooped down to pick one up. 

Thanks, the boy said. 
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Mattie glared at her brother. Why was 
Alex helping this mean boy? 

Alex murmured, "Trust me. Its a guy 
thing.” He stood up and turned to the boy. 
‘Why dont you let us carry some of those 
packages? 

The boy stared at Alex. You want to lug 
supplies all the way to Henderson Creek? 

“биге. Alex shrugged. 

‘It's along way, the boy said. You enter- 
tainers arent used to hard work. 

Matties temper flared again. You dont 
know anything about us! We can work as 
hard as you. We ran an inn all by ourselves! 
She didnt admit they were innkeepers for 
only one day. | 

"We dont mind hard work, Alex said, 
giving Mattie a sharp look. 

All right, the boy said grudgingly. “l 
could use some help.” 
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Mattie and Sophie each picked up a 
package. 

The boy stepped on the back of the sled, 
gripped the handlebars, and called, Mush!” 
Mountie trotted down the street, pulling the 
sled. 

Im Alex Chapman, Alex said, jogging 
to keep up with the sled. These are my 
sisters, Mattie and Sophie. Whats your 
name? 

‘Mike Harding, Mike replied. In camp 
I'm nicknamed Klondike Mike.’ 

“What camp?’ asked Alex. 

“Where me and Pa have staked our claim. 
Fifty-five Henderson.” 

‘| dont get this stuff, Mattie said. Big 
Alex talked about Thirty Eldorado. What are 
you talking about? 

Mike shook his head. “Youre a real 
sreenhorn, even for a rusher. 
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|n English, Mattie said. "Whats a 
rusher? 

“Youre a rusher if you and your family 
rushed up here to find gold, same as me 
and my pa. Where are your folks, by the 
Way? 

Theyre...building an igloo, Mattie 
replied in desperation. Traveling back in 
time wasnt all fun and games. Answering 
questions was sometimes tricky. 

An igloo!’ Mike laughed. “Everybody 
builds a cabin or lives in a tent." 

“What about the gold? Alex said. 

“You must know about the men who 
discovered gold in Rabbit Creek, off the 

Klondike River, Mike began. 

‘In the river? Mattie broke in. 1 — 
you dug gold out of a mine. 

"Gold can be in rivers too. It's mixed in 
with regular gravel and rocks. Mike went on. 
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Anyway, these men found a lot of gold—great 
big nuggets—and they took a boat to Seattle 
earlier this summer. 

"How do you know all this?” Mattie 
asked. 

Mike gave her a withering look. Because 
my pa and me lived in Seattle. We happened 
to be on the dock when the boat landed. The 
miners got off carrying sacks of gold! One 
man lugged his gold in a suitcase. It was so 
heavy, the handle broke.’ 

“Wow, said Alex. 

‘It gets better, said Mike. “Next thing 
we know, practically everybody in Seattle 
is heading for the Yukon. Once the story hit 
the newspapers, people all over the United 
States were making a mad dash up here. 

Mattie glanced back at the town they 
were leaving. But there doesnt seem to 
be that many people here. | mean, we 
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didnt see anybody but those men at the 
restaurant. And you." 

That's because most people didnt get 
here in time, Mike said. Pa read an ad in the 
newspaper. It said the gold in the Yukon is as 
thick as sawdust, just lying on the ground. 
Pas store wasnt doing good, and him and 
me have been kind of down since Ma died a 
few years ago. 

Mattie felt a pang. She was sorry he 
didnt have a mother. She decided to be nicer 
to Mike. 

Mike stopped to adjust Mounties har- 
ness. He brushed packed snow from between 
the dogs paw pads. 

Pa and me were lucky. We sold the 
print shop right away and bought tickets 
for the first steamship out. We had to buy 
a lot of supplies, enough food to last us 
a year. He stepped back on the sled and 
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gave Mountie the command to take off. 

A year!’ Mattie pictured buying shop- 
ping carts filled with boxes of cereal, loaves 
of bread, jars of peanut butter, and pack- 
ages of cookies. Whered you buy that 
much stuff? 

Pa went to Cooper & Levy Pioneer 
Outfitters. He bought buckets and shovels 
and chisels and candles and frying pans and 
boots and canvas and overalls. The pile was 
higher than те!” Mike measured to the top 
of his head. “We got on the Queen. It took six 
days to sail from Seattle to Skagway.’ 

Alex giggled. To where?’ 

“Skagway, Alaska. Didnt you come 
through there?’ 

“Yes, said Mattie. I mean no.’ 

“You must have come through White 
Horse. Pass, then, Mike said. “You still 
would have seen the mess along the beach 
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in Alaska. People everywhere, supplies 
everywhere. We came over Chilkoot Pass.’ 

Alex started to laugh at the name, but 
Mike cut him off. “It was mountain of ice and 
snow. Somebody carved fifteen hundred 
steps up the steep side. Pa tied me to him 
so I wouldnt slip and fall. There were so 
many people climbing above and below us, 
| wouldnt have fallen far. I had to wear snow 
goggles to keep from going blind." 

Mattie realized he was describing the 
scene on the postcard. He must have written 
the message too, about their dangerous 
trip. 

. “But you made it over,” said Alex. 

Mike snorted. “We had to climb it almost 
every day for two months. 

Why? Mattie asked, astonished. Once 
sounded bad enough. 

Because we had to get our supplies 
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here! Horses and mules cant climb up a 
mountain of ice. When we got on the other 
side, we sat down on a packet of supplies 
and slid down to the bottom.’ He grinned. 
One man carried crates of cats over the 
pass. He was crazy. 

Whats he going to do with all those 
cats? asked Sophie. 

“Sell ет to the miners, said Mike. The 
Yukon is a lonely place. A lot of people would 
pay good money for a house cat. But that 
man and his cats are at Lake Bennett, like 
everybody else. 

‘Im confused, Mattie said. “Wheres 
Lake Bennett? 

.. Mike shook his head. I dont know how 
you got here. In a. hotair balloon, I guess. 
Lake Bennett's about five hundred miles from 
Skagway to Dawson City, most of it by water. 
Most rushers get stuck at Lake Bennett. 
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“But you and your father got here, Alex 
Said. 

“Thats because Pa hooked up with 
another fellow. He said if we hurried up and 
built a boat, we'd get up the Yukon River 
before it froze solid. So we cut down trees 
and slapped together a boat. Mikes blue 
eyes widened. “That was some trip! We 
shot through a canyon and steered through 
rapids. I was mighty scared! 

Т would be too, Mattie said. “When 
will the man with the cats and those other 
people come here? 

"Not till next spring, when the river 
thaws. 

Mattie realized Mike and his father 
couldnt leave until spring either. “Are you 
homesick? she asked. 

A little. І miss my friend Herb more 
than anybody. Mike stopped again. I have 
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to let Mountie rest. He's pulling a pretty 
heavy load- 

Mounties perky ears twitched when he 
heard his name. 

Не has such neat markings, Mattie said, 
like hes wearing a mask. What kind of a dog 
is he?" 

‘Malamute. Mike took a hunk of reddish 
brown meat from a pouch around his waist. 
He fed it to the dog. Dried salmon. Pa and 
me eat bacon and hardtack, but this dog eats 
the best. Hes a trained sled dog, not like the 
mongrels most men brought." 

People brought dogs too? Sophie 
wanted to know. 

“You need dogs to pull sleds, Mike 
said. The guidebooks said to bring any 
dog over forty pounds. On the steamship, 1 
saw all kinds of mutts. Most of those dogs 
were useless. They cant take these Yukon 
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winters. A malamute сап. 

Alex patted Mounties head. How did 
you get Mountie? 

One of the miners sold his claim. Since 
he was going back home, he decided to sell 
his dog too. I bought him and trained him. 
Mike rubbed Mounties ears, then climbed 
back on the sled. The dog took off over the 
Snow. | 

Mattie was tired. She wouldnt admit 
to Klondike Mike in a million years that her 
arms ached from carrying the bulky package 
and her legs hurt. He would say she was a 
puny city girl or something. 

‘How far are we going? Sophie asked. 
Mattie was worried about her. Sophie was 
carrying the lightest package. But it was still 
a long walk for a five-year-old. 

Right over that hill," Mike told her. “See 
the smoke from the campfires?” 
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They crested a snow-covered ridge. 
Down below, a wide stream bubbled over 
rocks. All along the streambed, men kneeled 
_ or stooped, swirling water in metal pans. 
Others dug gravel with shovels. The men all 
wore dirty clothes and grim faces. 

Mattie thought that hunting for gold 
would be fun, like searching for buried 
treasure. But these men did not look like 
they were having fun. They looked tired. 

“How long have you and your father been 
here? she asked Mike. 

‘A month. 

“That long? Boy, you must be rich, Alex 
said. How much gold have you got so far?’ 

Mike gave Mattie and Alex a level stare. 
“None. Not one single flake.’ 

“None? Alex lifted his eyebrows. I 
thought gold was lying on the ground, thick 
as sawdust. 
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"That's what the advertisement said.” 
Mike's tone was heavy with disgust. But they 
were wrong. 

Then Mattie knew their mission. She, 
Alex, and Sophie had been sent here to help 
Klondike Mike and his father find gold. 
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Worth More Than 
old 


Mike unhooked Mountie and pulled the sled 
along the ridge by the crossbar that attached 
the harness to the sled. The kids followed 
him to a rough cabin built in the shelter of a 





sWeeping spruce tree. 

As Mike parked the sled, a tall, thin man 
opened the door. Mattie noticed he had 
Mike's blond hair and blue eyes. She figured 
he was Mikes father. 

“Youre back, he said to Mike. I was 
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getting worried. Its clouding up. That big 
snow might be coming soon. He glanced 
at Mattie, Alex, and Sophie. “Looks like you 
picked up some new friends. 

"Yes, sir, Mike replied. “This is Mattie 
and Alex and Sophie. Meet my pa. 

Mr. Harding nodded at them. Аге you 
here with your folks?" 

Mike jerked his thumb at Mattie and 
Alex. “Theyre performers. 

Mike's father grunted. “Ah, well, we dont 
have time for entertaining round here. Not 
when theres work to do. I'll finish unloading 
these things. Mike, head down to the claim." 

Cant we help уои? Mattie asked. She 
wanted to get started on their mission. 

Mr. Harding looked skeptical. 

All right, Mr. Harding said. “Mike, since 
your new friends are so anxious to work, take 
them too. 
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‘Oh boy! Alex cried. Were going to look 
for gold!" 

Mike led them down to the stream. 
Mountie trotted by his side, his plumy tail 
curled over his back. 

“Our claim is Fifty-five Henderson, he 
said. That means Pa staked the fifty-fifth 
claim along this creek." 

Mattie nodded. Mining was starting to 
make sense. Big Alex staked the thirtieth 
claim on Eldorado Creek?" 

“Yeah, Mike replied. “Everyone does 
placer mining here. That means we dont dig 
for gold in underground mines. The gold is 
in the creeks and gravel bars, so we pan for 
it or use the rocker. 

He walked down the stream, past men 
who washed rocks in tin pans or pumped 
the handles of strange-looking wooden 
contraptions, then stopped at a crudely 
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lettered sign that read, Harding Number 55. 

This is it Mike waved toward a strip of 
gravel jutting into the rushing stream. “Five 
hundred yards along this bank. Youd think 
we'd find some gold. I'll teach Sophie to pan. 
Alex, you and Mattie work the rocker.’ 

This thing? Mattie stared at a box 
built on top of a slanted wooden trough. 
Below the trough sat a bigger wooden box. 
A bucket hung from a wooden handle at 
the top. 

Thats our rocker, Mike explained. You 
pour rocks and water in the box on top. The 
bottom of the box is covered with mesh. 
The mesh catches big rocks but lets little 
ones through.’ 

Mattie nodded. Then what? 

The water goes down the trough. Small 
gravel and rocks are trapped here. Mike 
rapped the slanted bottom of the trough. 
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"Sand and water pours through the hole in 
the side of the trough into the big box.’ 

“бо how do we work it?” Alex wanted to 
know. 

. “One of you will dump water in the top 
box, Mike said. And the other will pump the 
handle. That rocks the box. Holler if you see 
anything shiny and yellow. Thats gold, you 
know, he said to Mattie. | 

Then he took Sophie down to the 
gravel beach. Mountie bounded after them, 
ziezagging in and out of the water. 

‘Mike makes me so mad!” Mattie said. 
- Thats gold, you know. He acts like girls are 
stupid. Go get some rocks. I m going to find 
gold before he does" 

Alex picked up the bucket and went 
down to the stream to scoop up gravel. He 
stumbled up the hill, sloshing water. Then he 
tipped the bucket into the top box. 
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attie pumped the wooden handle up 
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and down. As the box rocked, pebbles rattled 
down the trough to settle at the edge. Water 
and sand flowed through the hole into the 
big box below. | 

"See anything?” he asked. 

She sifted through the pebbles but 
caught no telltale flash of yellow. She turned 
toward Mike and Sophie, who were hunkered 
down at the edge of the gravel bar. 
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“Mike!” she called. “We dont see any 
gold. Now what?" 

“You think goid is going to jump out of 
the river?” he called back. Keep working!” 

Alex trudged back down to the creek for 
more water. He dumped bucket after bucket 
into the rocker. Mattie pumped the handle 
until she thought her arm would drop off. 

“You the Hardings new partners?’ asked 
a Voice. 

Mattie looked up. A man with black hair 
and a bushy black beard leaned on a shovel. 
Next to him, a dog with black and white 
patches wagged a scragegly tail. 

"No, Mattie replied. “We're just... 
helping out. Im Mattie. This is my brother 
Alex. Our little sister is down there with 
Mike. 

“Folks call me Blueberry Pete, the man 
said. He laughed at Matties expression. 
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'It's because when I find a blueberry bush, 
[ eat em all.” 

‘Is that your dog?” Alex asked. 

“Yeah, Pete answered. His dog thumped 
his tail. Smitty is a good boy but not much 
use in this territory. 

. "He's not a malamute,” Mattie said. 

“Мо, just a mutt, said Pete. 

Smitty scratched furiously behind one 
floppy ear. | 

“My partner and I are working fifty-six. 
Next claim over. Blueberry Pete pointed 
downstream to another man with black hair 
anda bushy black beard. He was panning at 
the edge of the creek. A hint of red peeked 
out from his mud-covered pant leg. Thats 
him—Gravel Curly.” | | 

‘He looks just like you!” Mattie said. 

Blueberry Pete laughed. “Yeah, that's 
what everyone says. But you'll always know 
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Curly by his red socks. He wears em every 
day. 

Mattie waved, but Gravel Curly didnt 
wave back. 

Hess not too friendly, explained Pete. 
Сиу ѕ been in the territory for years. He 
doesnt talk to anybody hardly. He lowered 
his voice, even though his partner was too far 
away to hear. СиПу got gold fever." 

"What's that?” Mattie had never heard of 
that disease. 

‘Oh, gold fever is bad. Most of us want to 
strike it rich and go home. But some fellows 
like Curly get prospecting in their blood. He's 
followed gold rushes for years- California, 
Colorado. And now the Yukon.’ 

Doesnt his family mind? Alex 
wondered. 

Curly doesnt have any family, Pete 
said. All he thinks about is gold. Hes got 
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a cabin back in the woods somewhere. Old 
Curly is looking for the mother lode. 

The what?’ asked Mattie. 

“Mother lode. All the gold in these creeks 
has to come from one source. The gold has 
washed down from one big vein of gold ore. 
Whoever finds that vein will be the richest 
man in the world.’ 

“Why hasnt anybody found it yet?" Alex 
asked. | 

‘Its not easy finding gold here. It's 
freezing cold most of the time. Blueberry 
Pete swung his shovel over his shoulder. 
Well, better get back to Work or Curly will 
yell at me for lollygagging. Clucking his 
tongue at his dog, he went back to his own 
claim. 

Lets trade jobs, Alex told Mattie. TIl 
wiggle that little handle and you carry a 
billion tons of rocks. 
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“Мо way. Even though her arm was sore, 
she figured hauling water from the creek was 
worse. | never knew looking for gold was 
such hard work." 

Alex was staring at something in the 
distance. 

“Planet Earth to Alex, Mattie said. 

Then she saw the man running along the 
edge the creek. He was much younger than 
Blueberry Pete. His thick, wavy blond hair 
blew wildly in the wind. 

“Gold!” the man yelled excitedly. “I found 
gold!” 
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Fool's Gold 


ueberry Pete and Gravel Curly scrabbled 
up the bank to join the young man. Mike 
and Sophie threw down their pans and 
scurried to the scene. Mountie galloped in 
front of them. Mattie and Alex rushed over 
LOO. 

Soon the young man was surrounded 
by prospectors. Mountie and Smitty milled 
around everyone, barking and wagging their 
tails. 


Did you say you found gold?” Blueberry 
Pete demanded. Where? 

The young man gasped for breath. 
Downstream about half a mile! I just stuck 
my shovel in the gravel and came out with 
gold!” 

“Look!” The blond man pulled a small 
leather sack from his coat pocket and 


emptied its contents into the palm of his 
hand. 





Mattie stood on tiptoe to see the glittery 
chunks of yellow metal. 

Gravel Curly picked up one of the chunks 
between his thumb and forefinger and held 
it up to the light. 

"Fools gold, he announced in a scratchy 
vOICe. 

Fools gold? said the young man. 
Whats that? 

Pyrite, Blueberry Pete explained. 
"Looks like gold. Not worth a cent. 

The young man stared at the rocks in his 
hand. But...but... he sputtered. 

“You arent the first person to be fooled 
by pyrite, said Gravel Curly. 

The prospectors turned away and 
returned to their claims. 

Here. The young man gave Sophie the 
shiny yellow rocks. 

Mountie pushed his black nose into the 
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strangers hand. The young man laughed. 
“А genuine sled dog,” he remarked. “Who 
does he belong to? 
"Me, said Mike. 
"Fine animal, the young man said. He's 
worth a fortune. Who are you prospectors? 
‘Tm Klondike Mike Harding, Mike 
said. My pa and me are working Fifty-five 
Henderson. 
“Were helping, said Mattie. Іт Mattie. 
This is Alex and thats Sophie. 
“Pleased to meet you, the young man | 
said. I'm Jack London.’ 
Mattie had a funny feeling she had heard 
that name before. | 
“Well, we'd better get back to work, 
Mike said. 
And І guess I'll go back to my claim,’ 
said Jack. Or maybe ГЇЇ go fishing!" With a 
jaunty wave, he strode off in the direction he 
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had come, and the kids headed back to the 
Hardings claim. 

Just then Mr. Harding appeared. 

Any luck?” he asked Mike. 

Mike shook his head. 

Walking over to the rocker, Mr. Harding 
checked the pebbles in the bottom of the 
rockers trough. His lips thinned in a tight 
line. 

“We've been here a month now and we 
havent found a speck of gold. This claim is a 
skunk! he declared. 

Mattie was puzzled. “A skunk?’ 

That means theres no gold here, Mike 
replied. “Pa, we could hunt for another spot. 
A better one. | 

“We dont have time. The old-timers say 
the big snow is on its way. We'll have to stay 
here this winter and go home in the spring. 
If we can afford it. 
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“You might find gold tomorrow, Alex 
said hopefully. “We'll keep working.” 

Mr. Harding gave him a wry smile. 
Thanks, young man. Come eat, everyone. 
Dinners ready. 

The kids started to follow Mr. Harding up 
the hill to their cabin. 

Mike glanced around. "Wait. Wheres 
Mountie? He was just here. Mike whistled. 

“Не probably wandered off, Mattie said. 
“You know how dogs are. 

“Not my dog. He never leaves me. And he 
always comes when I whistle. Mike whistled 
again. Mountie! Come оп, роу!" 

They waited. No dog appeared. 

Му dog! Something has happened to my 
dog! Mikes voice sounded strained, as if he 
was trying not to cry. 

“Maybe he strayed off for a while, said 
Mr. Harding. Hell come back. Lets go eat 
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before the food gets cold 

“Не would never run off, Mike said, 
sniffling. 

Mattie was struck by a sudden thought. 
She had been completely wrong about their 
mission! She, Alex, and Sophie werent sent 
back to the Yukon to help the Hardings find 
gold. They were sent to help find Mike's 
dog! | 
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The Right Mission 


‘I love Mountie more than anything except 
Pa, Mike confided to Mattie as they walked 
up the hill toward their cabin. 

"We'll find him,” she promised. Finding a 
dog had to be easier than searching for gold 
ona skunk claim. 

The Harding's cabin was constructed of 
peeled greenish logs. Moss had been stuffed 
between the logs. One small window was 
made of glass iars bonded by dried mud. 
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When Mattie stepped inside, she nearly 
turned her ankle. The floor was made of logs 
that were hard to walk on. Her eyes stung 
from the wood smoke. The cabin smelled of 
burned bacon, stinky boots, and wet wool 
from socks drying over the woodstove. 

A plank table and two splintery chairs 
stood in the center of the room. Bunk beds 
had been built into one wall. Crude shelves 
held sacks of flour and rice. Piled on the 
floor were buckets, crates, and boxes over- 
flowing with matches, rice, candles, nails, tins 
of pepper, and cans of beans. 

Mattie and the others took off their 
coats. It was almost as cold inside the cabin 
as it Was outside. | 

Mikes father lifted an iron pot off 
the stove and scraped brown beans onto 
tin plates. He added chunks of scorched 
meat from an iron skillet. Mike opened a 
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tin canister and took out large, brownish 
crackers. 

_ Pull up some crates to sit on, Mr. 
Harding said, setting the plates on the 
table. 

Mattie sat down and picked the large 
cracker off her plate. What is this?" 

‘Hardtack,’ Mike replied. This is what we 
eat every day—beans, bacon, and hardtack.’ 

“Мо vegetables?’ Mattie asked. Her 
mother had said everyone needs to eat 
vegetables. Even though Mattie didnt like 
some vegetables, she would get sick of 
nothing but beans and bacon. 

Mike snorted. Do you see any gardens 
in the snow?" 

Flushing, Mattie nibbled at her beans. 
The bacon was too salty. The cracker was 
hard all right, and it didnt have much taste. 
She wished she had her burned shortbread. 
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The wind whistled through the dried 
moss chinked between the logs. Mattie won- 
dered how Mike and his father would survive 
all winter in a drafty cabin, eating beans and 
salty meat. 

Done. Mike dropped his fork on his 
plate and jumped up. Were going to look 
for Mountie, Pa.” 

Dont get caught by the dark, his father 
warned. 

They bundled up again and hurried 
outside. | 

Mike called and whistled for Mountie, 
but the dog didnt answer. 

Lets go, he told the kids. We have to 
find him before dark. 

Sophie is too little to walk far in the 
cold, Mattie said. And we cant leave her 
here. 

“She can ride in the sled. Mike unfolded 
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a fur rug from the bottom of the sled. 

Sophie climbed in. Mike tucked the rug 
around her, then hooked Mounties harness 
over his shoulders. 

“Mush!” Sophie said to Mike. 

They walked past the boundary of the 
Harding claim and along the edge of Hen- 
derson Creek, with Mike pulling the sled. 

Mike stopped at Fifty-six Henderson. 
Gravel Curly was pouring water into their 
rocker while Blueberry Pete pumped the 
handle. Petes black-and-white dog dozed 
nearby. 

“Have you seen Mountie? Mike asked 
them. I cant find him.’ 

Curly didnt look up. No, he growled. 

But Pete stopped pumping. Lets 
see...last time I saw Mountie was when 
that young fella showed us his pyrite.’ 

Jack London?’ asked Mattie. 
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"Yeah, that's him. Blueberry Pete said. 

“Back to work, Gravel Curly barked out 
at Pete. 

‘Sorry, kids, Pete said, and he started 
pumping again. Good luck.’ 

‘Jack London took my dog! Mike 
exclaimed to the kids. 

Blueberry Pete saw Mountie with Jack 
London, Mattie said. That doesnt mean 
Jack London took -him. Mountie could have 
followed him. 

“Maybe. Mike tightened his jaw. 

‘Last time we saw Jack London, he said 
he was going back to work his claim, Alex 
said. Maybe we could find him and ask if 
. hes seen Mountie.” | 

They moved down the creek, halting at 
each claim. All the miners knew Mountie, but 
no one had seen him or Jack London lately. 

Discouraged, Mike slumped in the 
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harness. Mattie was afraid he d start crying. 
She didnt think Mike was a sissy. In fact, she 
thought he was really brave to have climbed 
all those icy steps and shot the rapids on a 
dangerous river. Even though he made her 
mad sometimes, she didnt want him to feel 
SO bad. 

“Were doing this wrong, she said. We 
should be looking for tracks. Mountie didnt 
just vanish into thin air. He must have left 
tracks in the snow. 

Matties right, said Alex. Let's fan out 
SO We can cover more ground. 

Dont go out of sight of each other, 
Mattie cautioned. 

Mike pulled the sled with Sophie along 
the edge of the stream, Alex headed up the 
hill toward the woods, and Mattie searched 
along the bank above the stream. 

She saw dozens of boot prints, but no 
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paw prints. What if they couldnt find Mike's 
dog? The Yukon Territory covered hundreds 
of miles. Mountie could be anywhere. 

“Hey!” Alex cried, several yards away. 
“Over here!” 

Mattie crunched through the snow into 
the woods. Mike hauled the sled up the hill. 

Alex was standing by a big pine tree. He 
pointed to a series of paw prints crisscross- 
ing in front of the tree. I bet these belong to 
Mountie! 

Sophie shook her head. Море. 

“Curved paw pad, four toes, thats a dog 
all right, said Mike. It has to be Mountie" 

]tisnt, Sophie insisted. Mattie wondered 
what Sophie knew that nobody else did. 
Sometimes her sister had strange ideas that 
turned out to be true. 

Im not listening to a little girl, Mike 
said. I want my dog back and this is the only 
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clue we have so far.’ 

“Then we ll follow the tracks,” said Mattie. 
“They go that way. 

With Mike in the lead hauling the sled, the 
kids slogged up the hill. The tracks traveled 
down the other side of the hill, around trees 
and boulders. Then the prints broke off. 

Mattie stared at the snowy ground. The 
tracks are gone! What happened?" 

“Maybe somebody picked Mountie up 
and carried him, Alex said. 

“Мо, wed see shoe prints. Mattie 
checked behind an ice-covered bush. “I found 
the tracks again! Maybe the dog jumped over 
this bush." 

On the trail once more, the kids struggled 
through deep snow. The trees grew closer, 
making it hard for Mike to pull his sled 
between them. 

Look! Alex said. 
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A small cabin was perched on a ridge, 
overshadowed by enormous boulders. The 
paw prints led them around the back of the 
cabin, circling to the front. Then the tracks 
faded away by a snow-dusted boulder. 

Mattie couldnt find the trail again. 
"Mountie must be inside, she said. 

Mike and Alex approached the front 
door. Sophie clambered out of the sled and 
followed Mattie. 

‘If he hears my voice, hell bark,’ said 
Mike. Mountie! Hey, boy! 

But all they heard was the hoarse croak 
of a raven flying overhead. 

“Maybe he's asleep, Alex said. Let's " 
the door. 

Mattie knocked. As she did, the wooden 
door swung inward. “Its open. She pushed 
the door wider and stepped inside. The 
others followed. 
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The cabin had a tiny bottle-glass window 
that didnt let in much light. She didnt see 
Mountie anywhere. 

Hes not here, Mike said, disappointed. 

As her eyes adjusted to the dimness, 
Mattie noticed a pair of bunks, a table, and 
chairs. Bags of flour lined the floor, and 
clothes, pans, and other supplies hung from 
nails on the walls. 

"The stove is still warm, said Alex, 
testing the woodstove. “The guy who owns 
this cabin was here not too long ago. 

Mattie wandered over to the table. It was 
‚ littered with papers and books. She flipped 
through a dull-looking book called Paradise 
Lost. The papers were more interesting. The 
wide-spaced, sprawling handwriting was dif- 
ficult to read, but she thought it was part of a 
story. Crumpled, torn papers were scattered 
like leaves on the floor around the table. 
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Mike glanced out the window. “It's getting 
dark. 

“We havent been gone that long, have 
we? said Alex. 

‘It's the weather, Mike replied. The sky 
is real gray. You know that big snow every- 
one keeps talking about? I think its finally 
coming. 

They were all quiet a moment. Mattie 
had never heard such silence. It was as if the 
whole world had disappeared. : 

In the crisp stillness, she heard another 
sound, like boots crunching in the snow. 

Thats not all thats coming, she said. 
Quick! Hide!’ 
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The Call of the Wild 


Before Mattie could move, the door opened 
and Jack London scuffed inside. 

When he saw the kids, his eyes widened 
and he grinned. ‘If I knew guests were 
coming, I would have baked a cake.” Then 
his grin faded. Now tell me what you all are 
doing in my cabin.” 

“Your cabin?” Mattie said. 

"Yes, mine. I share it with my buddy. 
Anyway, I live here and you dont. Не 
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crossed his arms. “I'll ask again—why are you 
here? 

Mike's dog is missing, Sophie answered. 
"Were looking for him.” 

“Theres dog tracks all around your 
cabin, Mike accused. 

“You thought I took your dog? Jack said. 

Mike stuck his chin out. “Blueberry Pete 
and Gravel Curly said they saw you with 
Mountie. | 

‘I didnt take your dog, Jack said gently. 
‘I may not be a good prospector, but I havent 
stooped to dognapping yet. 

Something clicked in Matties mind. 
She remembered where shed seen Jack 
Londons name—on the cover of the book 
she fetched for her father, The Call of the 
Wild! The authors name had been spelled 
out in icicle-shaped letters. Her father had 
said the book was about a kidnapped dog! 
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Could they believe Jack London? 

Are you a writer?’ she asked him. 

He stared at her. Yes. How did you know 
that?” 

“You like dogs, dont you?" 

Jack pulled off his hat. 'Of course I like 
dogs. But that doesnt mean I go around 
stealing them. I saw enough of that in San 
Francisco. 

“People swiped dogs there?” asked Alex. 
Ном come?” 

“When news of gold in the Yukon hit San 
Francisco—thats where I'm from—everybody 
went crazy. The list of supplies included a 
dog over forty pounds. Dog owners had to 
lock up their pets because rushers would 
steal any good-sized mutt.’ 

Mike nodded. ‘It was like that in Seattle 
too. I have to find Mountie now, before the 
big snow hits." 
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‘I'll help you look,” Jack said. “Show me 
the tracks you found.’ 

Mattie led the way outside, with Jack 
right behind her. Sophie hopped.in the 
sled. Mike and Alex tugged the sled into 
the woods. 

Mattie showed Jack the paw prints cir- 
cling the cabin. “They end here,” she said, 
stopping at the set of deep prints by the 
boulder. | | 
Kneeling, Jack picked up a twig and 
brushed the snow away from the paw print. 
These arent dog tracks. Theyre too big. - 
This is a wolf. 

A wolf!” Mattie said. There are wolves 
around here?" 

“Wolves, bears, reindeer, moose—those 
wild animals belong to this place more than 
we до. Jack stood up. They know how to live 
in the wild. We dont.” 
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But the tracks end, Mike said. Where 
did the wolf go? | 

Sophie pointed to the top of the boulder. 
‘Up there.” 

‘Sophie's right, Jack said, walking around — 
the huge rock. The kids followed him. “See? 
The tracks start up again on this side. The 
wolf must have jumped on top of the boulder, 
probably to throw you children off his trail. 
Wolves are smart. He figured out you were 
after him." 

Mattie shivered. What if they had caught 
up to the wolf? 

These prints arent frozen yet, said Jack. 
That means they are fairly fresh. The wolf 
could be close.” 

Just then a bone-chilling howl shattered 
the glassy stillness of the forest. Mattie felt 
the cry all the way down her spine. It was the 
eeriest sound she had ever heard in her life. 
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She never wanted to hear it again. 

"Hes close, Jack whispered. “Stay by 
me. 

Mattie grabbed Sophie's hand. 'Is he 
going to come after us? 

Before Jack could reply, the wolf's call 
was answered by distant barking. 

Thats Mountie! Mike cried. Hes in 
danger!’ He lurched forward, but Jack London 
pulled him back. — 

“Youre in more danger than your dog, 
he said. “Normally wolves are shy, but if he's 
hungry enough, he might attack you.” 

"We have to rescue his dog, said Mattie. 
‘We cant just leave him.’ 

Mike threw her an admiring glance. 

TIl come with you, Jack said, breaking 
off a sturdy branch from a tree. I can drive 
the wolf off if I have to.’ 

The wolf howled again, setting off a 
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frenzy of barking. 

‘We'll follow the sound of your dogs 
barking, Jack said to Mike. 

They plowed through the snowy forest. 
It was tough going. Brambles clawed their 
clothes. They had to scramble over fallen 
logs and scale rocks. The sled became 
wedged between trees. 

Matties feet were freezing. Every time 
she ducked under a limb, snow slithered 
down her neck. She was glad Sophie was 
bundled in the fur rug. 

The barking grew louder as they waded 
through blue-tinted drifts. 

Look! Alex exclaimed. “Another cabin! 

Tucked under a rocky outcropping was a 
ramshackle cabin. It seemed to be built into 
the side of the hill. 

“Who would live way back here?” Jack 
wondered. 
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Mattie spotted a pair of red wool socks 
hanging from a tree. She knew instantly who 
owned the cabin. 

"This must be Gravel Curly's place,” she 
said. Blueberry Pete told us Curly had a 
cabin in the woods someplace. And Curly 
always wears red socks." 

Jack was examining the ground. “There 
are other tracks. Boots. The wolf. 

And...adog. . 

"Mountie!' said Mike. 

Immediately the barking grew frantic. 

He's in there! Mike unharnessed 
himself and stumbled through the snow to 
the cabin. | 

“You three go with him, Jack told Mattie. 
[ll keep an eye out for the wolf. Hes not 
too far, Im sure. He stalked off through the 
woods, carrying his stick. 

Mike! Alex cried. Wait for us!” 
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Mattie and Alex pulled the sled up to the 
cabin. 

"Let's leave it around the side, Mattie 
said in a low voice. Gravel Curlys probably 
still working his claim. But just in case some- 
body is in there, we don't them to know were 
here. 

She and Alex dragged the sled around 
the corner. Sophie clambered out and they 
hurried to the front door. 

Mike had his hand on the latch. 

Mattie grabbed his arm. "Wait! We'd 
better make sure Mountie is alone.’ 

She crept up to the window, standing on 
her tiptoes to peer inside. Before she could 
see anything, the front door opened with a 
bang. 
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Mattie whirled, expecting to see Grave 
Curly. 

Blueberry Pete grinned at them from the 
doorway. His dog, Smitty, stared at the kids. 
He wasnt barking, but the barking sound 
continued from inside the cabin. 


That's my dog in there!” Mike yelled at 
Әк 


ueberry Pete laughed. “If you want him, 
come in. His tone became serious. Now. 


Mattie knew he wasnt kidding. Clutching 
Sophies hand, she walked into the cabin 
with Mike and Alex. Blueberry Pete followed 
them inside and firmly closed the door. He 
left Smitty on guard outside. 

Like the other cabins, this one had built- 
in bunk beds and shelves for supplies. But 
the wooden floor was crusted with dirt, and 
a tottering heap of empty tin cans towered 
to the ceiling. 

A dog sprang up from where it had been 
lying by the stove and hurled itself at Mike. 

"Mountie!' Mike cried with joy. He hugged 
the dogs furry neck. Mountie wriggled with 
happiness. 

Mattie was relieved that Mountie was 
safe, but what would they do now? Would 
Blueberry Pete let them walk out? Maybe if 
they acted casual, they would throw him off. 

"We've been looking all over for Mike's 


95 





ide she 


Ins 


she said lightly, though i 


yy 


dog, 


| be 


] 


. We 


im 


inding h 


Thanks for f 


il 


* 


quaked 


Hi 


going now 


* 


D © 
© 2 
T 
5 Ф 
O © 
= (D 
e = 
@ 
z 
6, 
cs 
= сч 
пш 19 
= o 
= 
2 
o = 
Jub чи 
EO 
1: 
$ y 
s 
6, 
ce 
ai ^ 
"aD 


51 


igger than ever. 


b 


* 


id 
d Mount 
t you 


he sa 
idn 


M 
J 


Not so fast 


“ 


Mattie said 


n 


le, 


ШШ 


? 


J 


In 


idnt fi 
e him, d 
nd nobody saw me 


"You d 
You stol 


“ 


itted 


21) 
~ 


he ad 


x 


ШШ 


J 


А 


94 


“Not even that young fella who found fool's 
gold.” 

“You tried to make us think Jack took 
Mike's dog, said Alex. 

"Why did you do it?” Mattie asked Pete, 
stalling for time. She needed to think of a 
Way out. 

Blueberry Pete uncoiled a rope hanging 
from a nail. Curly has an idea where the 
mother lode might be, but we wont be able 
to look till next spring. Food and supplies in 
Dawson City cost an arm and a leg. This dog 
is Worth a lot of money. Curly and me need 
that money." 

“You cant sell my dog!” Mike yelled. “I 
wont let уои!" 

Pete stalked over and started to knot 
the rope around Mounties leather collar. 
Mike tried to stop him, but Pete pushed him 
away. 
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“You wont be able to do anything about 
it.” Pete tugged Mountie away from Mike. I'm 
locking you in.” 

"You cant keep us here forever! Alex 
said. 

" Not forever. Just a good long while, Pete 
said with a wicked grin. Maybe a real long 
time. Nobody knows where Curlys cabin 
IS. 

Jack London does! Mattie thought. But Jack 
was off tracking the wolf. He couldnt help 
them. 

"The big snow should start tonight,” Pete 
went on. Curly and me will be in Dawson by 
then. Might be days before anybody finds 
you. He sounded unconcerned. 

Mattie gasped. You cant do that!” 

When the blizzard struck, she figured 
their footprints would be covered. They 
could be trapped for a week. Or longer! 
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She, Alex, and Sophie could use the spy- 
glass and go back home, but they couldnt 
leave Mike behind. And they couldnt take 
him into the future with them. They had to 
accomplish this mission. 

Blueberry Pete dragged Mountie to the 
door. The dog strained against the rope 
leash, barking in protest. 

Mattie thought fast. The sled was just 
around the corner. Blueberry Pete didnt 
know it was there. If they could distract him, 
they could make a break for it and use the 
sled as a getaway car. 

But what would nab his attention? Mattie 
shoved her hands into the pocket of her 
parka. Her fingers touched something hard 
and smooth. Suddenly she knew how to 
distract the prospector. 

Pete unlatched the door. Whining, 
Mountie tangled the rope around Pete's 


y 


legs. While Pete unwound the leash, Mattie 
whispered her plan to the others. They 
nodded in agreement. 

Then Mattie yelled, “Look!” She flung 
one of the nuggets from her pocket across 
the room. 

Blueberry Pete spun around and made 
a dive for the bright nugget skittering across 
the floor. 

“бо!” Mattie called to the others. 

The kids bolted through the door. 
Mountie broke away and loped by Mike's 
side. Pete s dog, Smitty, lunged at them, but 
Mountie bared his teeth and the smaller dog 
scuttled off. 

Hurry! Alex said. He leaned his weight . 
against the door to keep Blueberry Pete 
inside. 

With nimble fingers, Mike harnessed 
Mountie to the sled. Get in! Mountie cant 
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pull four so lll run behind. Mattie, you'll have 
to steer. 

“Ви She couldnt steer a sled! 

Sophie and Alex tumbled into the sled. 
“Mattie!” yelled Alex. 

The cabin door slammed open. 

Get back here! Blueberry Pete 
thundered. 

Mattie hopped on the back of the sled 
and shouted to Mountie, MUSH!” 

Blueberry Pete tore outside, his face 
twisted in anger, his boots churning up 
SNOW. 

Mountie didnt move. The dog seemed 
frozen like a block of ice. 

Mattie closed her eyes. It was all over. 
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The:dogs powerful muscles rippled as he 
gathered his feet and bounded into the 
woods. Тһе sled whooshed over the snow. 
Mike ran alongside them. 

Mattie glanced back. Blueberry Pete was 
still chasing them, but he was falling behind. 
The miner stopped and shook his fist in 
frustration. 

‘He's giving ир! Mattie said. 

‘Go, Mountie! cried Alex. 

As the dog zipped through the woods, 
Mike told Mattie which commands to call. 

Gee, she yelled and Mountie shifted to 
the right to miss a tree. She cried, Haw! and 
Mountie pulled to the left. 

After a few minutes, Mike said, “Easy!” 
The dog dropped his pace to a fast trot. 

Hey! said Alex. How come were 
slowing down? 

‘Mountie is pulling a heavy load, Mike 
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replied. “Апа he's just one dog, not a whole 
team. Blueberry Pete wont catch up with us 


| 
Mattie didnt hear the man yelling after 
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them anymore, only the sound of cold air 
rushing past her ears. She loved flying through 
the dark forest and wished they had a dog at 
home instead of grumpy old Winchester. That 
cat would never pull a sled. 

“Hey!” Sophie said. There's Jack" 

Jack London sprinted toward them, 
waving his arms. 

"Whoa! Mike told Mountie. The dog 
slowed to a stop. | 

“You found Mountie! Jack said. Was he 
in the cabin?" | 

Mattie told him the story. Jack s eyes nar- 
rowed when she was finished. 

Туе heard that people will do any- 
thing to find gold, but this is the worst, he 
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declared. “Pete and his partner in crime will 
not get away with this.’ 

Did you find the wolf?” Alex asked. 

Yes! Jack brightened with excitement. 
Т walked under a ledge and felt this large 
presence above me. I looked up and there 
sat the wolf. He stared at me and I stared 
at him. Neither of us blinked. I think he 
hypnotized me. I have never seen such a 
wonderful creature." 

From his expression and the way he 
talked, Mattie knew that Jack would never 
forget the wolf. Maybe he would get the idea 
from their rescue of Mountie to write that 
book about a dog in the Yukon. 

Ме need to get back to camp, Jack 
said. Mike, your father is probably frantic 
with worry. And you Chapmans— | 

“Our parents know where we are, Mattie 
said hastily. Sort of.” 
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Jack gave her a strange look. "Let's hurry 
back to camp. Mike, your dog looks pretty 
tired." 

I can walk, Alex said, climbing out of 
the sled. 

Ме too, said Mattie. But Sophie should 
ride. 

Mike nodded. “You kids are tougher than 
| thought. He punched Mattie on the arm. 
"Especially you." 

“Thanks,” she said, rubbing her shoulder. 
I think.’ 

Lavender shadows tinted the snow by 
the time they reached Henderson Creek. It 
was early evening. 

Mattie spied Mr. Harding talking to a 
group of miners as they crested the last hill. 
Mike's father ran to meet them. | 

“Where have you been?” he demanded. '1 
was getting together a scouting party." 
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“We found Mountie, Mike told his father. 
Blueberry Pete had dognapped him. He and 
Gravel Curly were going to sell Mountie! 

"Sell a boy's dog?” Mr. Harding shook his 
head. "Thats pretty low." 

"Gold fever makes men do crazy things,’ 
Jack said. 

Well, they arent getting away with it.” Mr. 
Harding petted Mounties head. Іт going to 
report those two scoundrels to the Royal 
Canadian Mounted Police the next time I'm 
in Dawson. Meanwhile, lets use the last of 
the daylight and go work the claim.’ 

ТИ help, said Jack. 

At Fifty-five Henderson, Jack manned 
the rocker handle while Mr. Harding poured 
water into the top box. 

Mike, Mattie, Alex, and Sophie trooped 
down to the waters edge. Mike gave them 
each a tin pan. 
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Mattie bent down and dredged up rocks 
with her pan. The water was freezing! 

They worked for a while, dipping and 
digging. Mattie could see how people caught 
gold fever. She swished pan after pan of 
gravel, always hoping for a glimpse of yellow 
metal. 

“Mattie. Sophie tugged on Mattie's 
sleeve. Look what I found.” 

Mattie tipped her pan, examining peb- 
bles before they slid over the edge. “Just a 
sec, Soph.” 

‘It's a pretty rock. See how shiny it is?’ 
Sophie held up a large gold nugget. 

Mattie dropped her pan. “Ohmygosh! 
Sophie s found gold! Hey, everybody!” 

Alex tossed his pan in the air. He and 
Mike raced over. Jack and Mr. Harding came 
running. | 

Мау I see?’ Mr. Harding asked Sophie. 
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She nodded and gave it him. His face turned 
pale. 

Jack whistled. “That's a fair-sized nugget! 
Worth at least five hundred dollars.” 

"Yee-ha! Mike whooped. “Weve struck 
gold!” 

In no time, men from other claims 
swarmed around. They exclaimed over the 
wondrous size of the nugget. 

"Mike, Mr. Harding said. “What do you 
say we head back home?" 

But we sold the shop. We dont even 
have a place to live, Mike said. 

Well make out somehow, his father 
said. 

Mattie reached into her pocket. She 
pulled out the nuggets Big Alex and the other 
men had tossed to Sophie. 

Take these, she said. We dont need 
them. 
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Sophie handed over her sack of fools 
gold. This too.’ 

Alex bent down and fiddled with his boot 
laces. Mattie knew her brother too well. 

She leaned over and whispered, Give it 
up, Alex.” s 

‘Not my gold, he whispered back. 

“You cant take it with you! 

Alex dug reluctantly into his pocket and 
handed the rest of the nuggets to Mike's 
father. | 

Are you children sure? Mr. Harding 
said. 

-Well— Alex began. 

“Were sure, said Mattie, giving him a 
little kick. 

A wide smile split Mr. Hardings face. 
"Well buy a new shop, he told Mike. And 
we ll have enough left to buy a little house!” 

Mike jumped up and down and Mountie 


108 


started barking. Soon everyone was talking 
and clapping Mr. Harding on the back. 

"Now, Mattie said to Alex, “weve fin- 
ished our mission.” 

Alex slipped the spyglass from his parka 
and held it by one end. Sophie clutched 
the middle. Mattie grasped the other end, 
hoping they would disappear before Mike 
and the others missed them. 

She felt the spyglass grow warm under 
her fingers and it felt wonderful! She was 
tired of being cold. 

She closed her eyes and let flecks of 
gold, white, and green dance behind her eye- 
lids. The snowy ground seemed to drop away 
beneath her feet. 

` Whump! 

Her boot hit the tower room floor. Mattie 
opened her eyes. Alex and Sophie appeared 
beside her. 
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Morning sun flowed through the long, 
narrow windows. Mattie was hot inside her 
heavy parka. She shed her coat and boots 
and helped Sophie take hers off. 

A car door slammed outside. Mattie ran 
to the window overlooking the driveway. 

‘Its Mom! she said. She's back early.’ 

"Maybe Dad called her, Alex said. 

Im glad we dont have to be innkeepers 
anymore, said Mattie. "That's one job Mom 
and Dad can take back!” 

Get the letter, Alex said, putting the 
spyglass away in the desk. “Let's see what 
the Travel Guide wrote us. 

Mattie retrieved the envelope from the 
cubbyhole in the desk. She glanced out 
the window again. Her mother was hauling 
groceries from the trunk of her car. 

“We have plenty of time to read the letter, ` 
Mattie said. Lets go help Mom first. 
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Alex nodded. “I'm going to fold the 
laundry.. 

And from now on, ГЇЇ set the table with- 
out being asked, said Mattie. At least our 
chores arent as hard as panning for gold!" 

Alex swiveled the bookcase-panel and 
crawled through on his hands and knees. 

Mattie grabbed their jackets and hats 
and pushed them through the opening ahead 
of her. As she began to crawl through, she 
looked back over her shoulder. 

“Sophie? Dont you want to come help 
Мот? 

“Yeah. In a second.” Sophie bent over a 
drawer in the desk. 

Mattie thought she saw a slip of yellowed 
paper flutter from her sisters fingers—a 
rumpled scrap with scrawling handwriting. 

No. Maybe her eyes were still 
snow-dazzled. 


111 





Leo sil. le o anpere and tie under the cel | 





EA 777 eatis e el Ж a at TN 
DR ER 





NES НЫР СТАНУ IR A AG A 
КЫЙМ ПЗЕ ТЕН EAT TH MS ТЫ 
X MO 
ИҶ »i v mu «unen эү nen iue Е nr | rmn шук үн rum mr mmu muni Гн н ки э n „э Re mV a e. mamie e m m e п MaMa Se Т ШЕ Qaae E at r^s". | кыра иа ute rad is Um m um ар ur m m m a a a E PUB e at 
Omm mM om o ommo o o RB 0 05 0 amb a у Mus ttr to 9 "tr ү up клм ли син а Oum aes шо na rer т ол онан оганот PSAL NEUE 1 1 PPP A a S LLENAS ELSE LLLI АК aa, 
Maure ат dris De М ылата ен, а туя 


КО ume ум" лым ИНИ АНЫН, aaa Vue S ESSERE “ау! яның ин, үи ШЫЙ ы үг, гт, ҮҮ iria CNERS ШО 0 ПОРЕ ЖЕТ, ао Е С TEL 
event a 
OE 


Nes. 


: " D fever 


On: ea оа. f BUM | 
from the, United | States, Rocked = = . 





“юз. + 
Mie 





m. NE 
We 
3e. 
mo. 
diruta 

RN 
MEE 
Ф,“ i 
КУЯ g 
e E o 
CH . A . 
P 
E LI 
er, 
УУ a 
ins 
1 
A 

АЁ 
3 | 
"e 

К 
£ y 
" i 

s 
AE 

р”; 
E. 
CRM 
^^ 
4 


TRE 





year _ Mare "ЕА зану и ыб | 
atted, earning the nihame ` “Princess ot Iie 
Klondike” Crystal Brilliant Snow was only three _ 
ме She begav 4 "e career. Crystal became 





ie ee rra ME mre is pa ee ee Oe, a СТОИ. ТАССО re res а oL S a re nh co S! АГ 
Wr n xerox T УУУ 4 ak! ea da a eC a MP 
ООС MP TRO EE Ga e EU abate a a e la EE cpa d ata ee a eU PER "бра ьз' а ate 1°; ,95/.7.* ВРЕ у а ораи ам а О э oo shatale's ОР зм ААРА ое СНСОО а ДА ОЬ Е ОСА ИСА РОССИИ А E E а АСС реа ata MN A рг wis PLUR DORSET REIP АК 








pus 





e you, RAS one d ác. nih). | MN : 
кезү one" Cet Jack London He had = 


his PER pcd CE © Jak. me ^ | 
thousand pounds of supplies and headed north. - 
He stayed in а cabin that winter though he 
didnt find gold. Tn the spring, hi went be > 
Dawson City, sick with scurvy. He made friends - 
with two men who had a mongrel doo. - 


ITE 





Esset EU EE ОККО Ын ООПАСЫЗ RE RA AAA GAIN TTI дй 
ML DM D E хаа, ЕСС 
p: ent LAS ы . 3^ ы . mo € E " 

" кар? TOR am 2 ate 


Jack ond his "кыш “бы the а 
River. Jack kept a journal and later wrote | 
books and stories from those experientes. The 
sled dog Buek in The Call of the Wild was 
based on the doo In Dawson City. He also 
wrote White Fang, whith is about a dog that 
1$ Part wolf, and Lhe stories ‘To t Build à Five” 
and "White. Silence.’ | 

iw the 14505, а tabin was Stout: m Ao | 
aue sik m Miner futher, « Jan 2t : 
вова. "d des жщ were bui, one in 
Dawson City and the other in Jack London 
Square In- Oakland, California. à 

The territory of Alaska was ich In. walk 
too, and Prospectors козуы +o Juneau and ; 
Nome. The last rush took place in 1102. in 
Fairbanks. 

As for the Klondike mother lode, it has 


090 
ОССЕ eee Um ТАРТИ а MPO Pau ООУ ААС Я ГИ БОЗАР E ЧОРАСИ ИОС" сь". 


Cri Ln PO 
ыан 0 al st ss 
DOCE DoD 
өн storia 


К 
"eret 


S; 


хаччи 
CUN 
eret ACAD tS: 


NINE 
Mtem 
Фк) 


Мено 


P e 
ubi 


"M^. 


eruta nts uf 
tree teat 
ote 


teat 


D 


NN 
e Cetera eset 


К, 


statuts күзү ү" 


С 


Ру 
M, б 


" 
, 
т, 


etre 


ИЙЛЕ 
"Lets 


+ 
о 
Ун 


он 
ААД, 


Qoo 


ү, "SV 


RNS 
MAR 
IS 
a 
ыа 
Se 


A 
ox 


are ata Ee SEDULO CERE Rann 
ute te ta^ amat ete ine A, 


ett 
i? 


staked 


Beret ete stan eran 
on DO 
Te. ^, 

E 
OK MS 
OQ 
QA] 


futu tun 


OX 
VN 
БРЫ 
5 SUR 

OD: 


e 


a 
Set Se 
stare “othe 
4 E. e 
OG NES 
DEI 
ки) Bs we 
tS КДК 
М Bx 
TUN Атна 
ч a 


DOO NIAE 
quf tentus 
DON 
reatu! 


"te 


tete 
ХЕ сме, 

ЖУМ И ТИС 

M ye ч 


с) 


чылт 


eT] 
a6 ut a^ PITT! fares 
erre etate runt 
"IOS E 
К fat tata ters 
MIS 


Ms 


"т УЕ 
ШЫНДЫК o^ 


M 
оуу 


Ирма, 
petat tete 


ds 
0 


59900 
Ted totam tat 
КМШ 


өм 
ИГ) 


е. 
Ate 


NERIS 
e 


ve. 


аена 


ve 
ant 


T PEE 
erem 


БЫ 


ЖИР, 
КУРЕСУ РЫ 


а ната? 
Ж) 
МГУ 


УС С) 
жуу УК 
MSS 


Бо 


Ж] 


ван е елат 
ere tat tt 


1 
e 
мо sta 
Rea 
teet 


ТШЕ 


Ку! T 
Ebor ы meo 
ЫР cma Ln aa mat TIT TIT 
Кы Мни arp He us Я, » TTD 


ч ОМК КОС) 
Diei Mute ere 
DN? 

duin 





ИТИ ters ut a ana e Tuan э hte Re a 
Qa ct Amm 00 0 0 000 ЕУРОДАН ees Ty thy ret eat ere ee a 


sme У RS fos АЗАМАТОВА а, 


TIME SPIES M ISSION NO. € 
до А TRE . 


: On this bri you : и а trail of tracks 
| in the snow Learning to identify and follow 
| different уе o е tracks I , cy you need ` 


às | | T À 
One way te practice this skill is to treate 





| a fun treasure hunt fw your fellow Time | 
| Spies. Start out by Picking three or more -— 
| — letations Then make up clues. Your clues. ĉan 
be simple, such as, "Go Lo the male tree on 
the corner. At the maple tree, hide another : 
clue. At the last plate, hide your primes 

sack of “gold” chocolate coins ох, even Mr : 


one of Jack Londons books. 


ea LS 





To make the hunt more fun, “ sign yer ndmé | 
with a doo track stamp you make yourself! 





ИИ 000000 M V om sss NL. ce TE С. О ТОНЕ З LL a ыы a ы ышы, мы н А aeae E d aa a Gaus) a 
Ce ee ЖЕ о оит аа о КЕ БЕКЕ iE inea scendere P уллу тн te E а ar E a Lo cn urne int Hs adn et н н АЛУ М, e АЕ 
ANE D p RN. M Ped e м d m d OC OI ERES Mrs а E I OMNE Sr N e E ER E E A a E A T MEER Rd EE S A O A EE A EA 


а Pa 


AARNet 


have Tet 


M 
ale’ 


a 
D 
$ 


(9 


о 


ere 
A MOSQ 
diat, 


aite ta Tea 
DON 
бе 
> 
theyre atr 
at CAT eec en 


je! 
+ 
у» ates 


D 
ККИ 
АБ 


MR 


erat e+ 


rA 
i afa рб) 


М 


s 


TS TON 
or 
vo" 


WIE Mte 
etta 


fre 


ee 


' 

eere Inner ч, СОЧ 
2 

= ` 


RAGAN 





Me 


n 


en IRE 
DERE 
"dep 


gh mm m NR ans ehh anat e 





toes. 


Mt C08 at 


When the wee is dep use um , stant 
| on your ink pad. — | * 
ие: each “е and sign i it with уен : 
stamp. ooo 
Hide the Prize 


Let the treasure hunt begin! 





Don't be chicken! 
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М. a! Alex, and Sophie catch cold fever TE 
as they slide back in time to the 1897 Klondike 
Gold Rush. There they meet Jack London, 
a young writer, and Klondike Mike, a boy who 
dreams of striking it rich. After Mike's treasured 
sled dog is stolen, the Time Spies follow the 


dog's tracks to Jack's cabin. Is it possible that Jack 

















London-soon-to-be-famous author and 


dog lover-is also a dog thief? 





"Kids will enjoy the fast-moving plot, as well asi 
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